Seated beside the hearth I found my dear

when all with heat the month of August shimmered*
Grey was her frock, and I had little cheer,

seeing how pale in that grey frock she glimmered.
"What ails you, love, that you sit crouching here?'*

"The fire warms my trembling limbs/' she stam-
mered*
"I shiver while in mingled pain and fear

some malady along my veins has simmered."
If summer, youth, and fire cannot avail

to cure you, sweet, of your extreme dejection,

where will your ice-bound soul find heat or healing?
Or can it be, sweet body, that you ail,

from my long fever suffering infection,

at last the victim of a fellow-feeling?
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